Tell hir that hir pleasures were wonte to lull me asleepe.
Tell hir that hir beauty was wonte to feede mine eyes,
Tell hir that hir sweete Tongue was wonte to make me
mirth.

Now doe I nightly waste, wanting my kindely reste,
Now doe I daily starve, wanting my lively food,
Now doe I always dye, wanting my timely mirth.

And if I waste who will bewaile my heavy chance ?
And if I starve, who will record my cursed end ?
And if I dye, who will save, This was Immerito ?

... So once againe, and yet once more. Farewell most
hartily, mine owne good Master H. and love me, as I love
you, and thinke upon poore Immerito, as he thinketh
uppon you.

SPENSER
Leycester House, this 5 of October, 1579.

SHAKESPEARE
Soul of the age !
The applause ! delight! the wonder of our stage !
My Shakespeare rise ! I will not lodge thee by
Chaucer, or Spenser, or bid Beaumont lie
A little further, to make thee a room :
Thou art a monument without a tomb,
And art alive still while thy book both live
And we have wits to read, and praise to give.
That I not mix thee so my brain excuses,
I mean with great, but disproportioned Muses :
For if I thought my judgement were of years,
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